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It was 19xx. Life was sood—no. 1t was ereat. | was 19. High school was almost over. 1'd found
the love of my life. 1 was going to be studving xx at xx. My future was finallv happening. After
school and on the weekends, | worked at my future father-in-law’s dﬂLLiilﬂ.TJ.LTJ}.J..btﬂI'E on Iulmn

Ave in Mount Vernon, NY 4+
Mﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ%ﬁﬁh&%ﬁﬂﬁ-&ﬁﬁﬁ-ﬁhﬂ% | I'I'lddﬂ some eood memories

there—bonding with myv fiancée’s dad, crammine for a test in the back room. chattine with

customers. Sadly, the buildine was demolished 1n XXXX. Now, all that remains 1s an emptv lot
and the whispers of memories that erow quieter each yvear. Though, there are a few that vet endure.

One evening in particular stavs with me. | had just closed the shop. turned off the machines, killed
the lights, pulled the shutters. locked everything down. The light was tfading as I made my way to

the bus stop to catch the Beeline 60 that would take me back to the Bronx. Boston Rd. was quiet

this time of dav. For a few blocks mv onlv companions were pigeons. | had been studvine my
shoes, lost in thoueht when I looked up and saw that the sidewalk held another—a White woman

about 15 vards ahead of me walkingi |;n|n:5umabiv, to the same stop.

| knew the instant she marked me. Her steps came quicker, the erip on her purse tichter. It was
obvious she didn’t want to let me out of her sight, because she looked over her shoulder every few

seconds. | knew what was happening. [Anyone with eves would. In her mind. | was a threat. It was
dark, the street mostly deserted, and | was Black. |

i
qF
T
F,
T
i
A
1
]
¥
1
i
o
q
-
T
i

H-Hé&i—t—h-e--eﬁm-g—q-uﬂ—Bﬁ-Hﬂﬁ[n that mument I felt gmlty [Jmlw for IJEII'IE the source thr;:r it:u

ter—hew—she—tel—] desperately wanted to tell her that I was no threat to her, {—w-ﬂ-l-l-lsed—t-a—te-]-l—he-F
thThat [ was a good son, a hard working student who was about to graduate high school, an
emerging preacher ssd-a young fellow madly in love with Sgnikha, J. Reece. I wanted her to
kerewsee Hhatme as —+aw-a human being, H—was—as—+heush-_imagined -eewtd—hearmyself as a
defense lawyer, an advocate or an apologist furiously making the case against whom | was_
perceived to be--a violent criminal. I was wrong. It was never my job to educate her about her deep

seated-blases.




[l

[ slowed my pace in an attempt to put more distance between her and me. Thus, she got to the bus
stop early. 1 was late. Once there, [ held back several vards. I hoped all of this would show her that

[ would not accost her. I stood there feeling guilty and isolated from my authentic self.

However, guilt soon gave way to anger. | was being accused of being something that I was not. a
daneer to this woman and society. This hurt. It also infuniated me. So lost was | to my frustration

and idienation, | didn't notice the bus approachine until 1t blew past me. | sprinted towards the
stop, the woman, and the now open doors she was disappearine behind. With a sinkine feeline, |

watched those doors clnbcjmﬁeﬁﬁﬂﬁuﬁ%%e&%mﬁéﬂﬁh&bﬁﬂm
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wa-s—a-l-n—ea-dj'—e-l-eﬂ:ed—[ knncked on Lhem_—EIﬁer— I:lut the white White bus drwer lnuked at me._._—&ﬂel-

then threwshat his left side driver’s mirror for oncoming traffic_and +-aa-tastentpatHeddrove away
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&h—!ﬂ-}'—d-ﬁﬂ-ﬁ-pﬂﬁ(—ﬁﬂ-&ﬂ-t—k@-‘i-@-m disbelief, watching the bus disappear in the tading daylight. The next

one wouldn’t arrive for another hour, about the time it would take me to walk home. | wanted B+
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- —to put distance
between myself and the whole painful experience so | opted not to wait and began the lone trek
back to the Bronx.

WMHM%M&&&MH&—&M&HThH experience -is always
with me. The fLCllI]EH Dfﬁusuatmn and sadness still linger m..il‘ﬂi_'\!_ﬁill vears later-Evenastwrie

ez The memories
ard-of victimization ssare alwavs ﬂhﬁ:ﬂj‘&—i’lﬂuﬂﬂd in the mind and body uf the wvictim _—never the
victimizer. And yes, I am still mad w+hat myself for:

e oiving Melsre—wayter-her te+teel-comfortable priority sHwrrexpenseover my need,
e halsving thea mental conversation to presre-convince te-her that I am not a threat 4teher

» nuddissino the bus after a long day of school and work,
e fkeeling guilty for something that-so Had-nethirete-de—wtthabsurd.

o alAllowing the experience to inspire suffering a quarter century later,
e hoMensine the memories of that day in my body.
After H oot home laterthatsteht-and ate dinner, | took a shower ardin an attempt #+ed-to cleanse

my mind and body of that night. Sleep was slow to claim me as | tossed and furned. trying
unsuccesstully to J—wen-t—t-e—s-l-eep—a&el—ﬂ-i-eel—t—a—push the Experlence extirom -En-’r-m},r mind. [ MNeedless
- : : it wnke up the

[



my journey into the recurrmg nightmare of what 1t means to be Ia-l-ﬂe-erldck male, and an immigrant
in the United States, -

| W | e

This sense of disempowerment 1s felt by btaeleBlack and Bbrown men in the United States s-evesry

froeftae R e ese 0N a dally basis. We have tearred—to-adaptby-developedre survival

mechanisms in the form of stepping back to make bigots comfortable. We have bowed our heads

low-——sard-sometimes so low our necks and backs ache-———ust to prove that we are harmless,
nonaggressive, and humble_ —in the presence of wh#eWhiteness. Chester Pierce, the renowned

Harvard scholar and psychiatrist, would call this horrifying experience at the bus stop
“musreageression,”: The term (however wadeguate=) describes the relentless slights, shaming,
covert messages that Black and Brown people ﬁpﬂﬂﬂw our daily interactions with

White America. These messages communicate in clear and consistent ways that we are-peresetved

&5 less than, not good enough, dangerous, subhuman & and are undeserving ot equal rights and
equal treatments nnder the law.

It's telling the Mexican American that he speaks Enesglish well “for a Mexican.”

It’s telling the BlaelBlack father thatwho 1s rushing from work to take his daughters to swimming
lessons that his behavior 1s unusual for men 1n *“this community.” It was what I experienced that

evening at the bus stop_watching a White woman —Pusse—elenehed—tehty—and—pace
gatekenedscurryving down the sidewalk terrified that, at any moment —sH-ewt-eFarrteundedfear
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%ﬁﬁﬁ%&ﬂd—%ﬁﬁé—dﬁﬂi—gﬂﬁiﬁdﬂﬂubt her. Melt’s no -wonder wh3=lbram, X. Kgndldsatd
that-he-detests the term “igrRaggression,’ ﬂ-l‘l—[-]‘l-E—bﬂ-E—l-E—t—hﬂ-[—Il—hEl‘E 1s nothing “micro” about the

daily abuse that one group of people suffers aneat the hand of another. There was nothing “micro™
about my experience that evening, And-hHow do I know that? Because again, after twenty five

years the memory still stings in ways that | do not abwayscompletely -understand. +hatlt was not
a minor slight or inadvertent infraction, astead—#1t was a direct assault on my personhood, B
E:l#hqn-a:n:mln—lﬁﬁ—ﬂ-ﬁt-ke{LCnunsehng African American Men: A Contextualized Humanistic

Perspective.” Phillip D_Johpnson notes, “Historically, the humanity of African American men has

been attacked in a cruel and vicious manner. They have been placed outside the human family and
often described as beasts or monkeys.”! =One would think that such heinous language is a relic of

the past. It’s not. [Dff Michelle Hergn, a pediatirepediatric anaesthestotogistanesthesiolooist et
e{'—D-EH*‘Ei'—kHEEl-Eﬂ-]—eeﬁkmﬂ-ﬁﬂj'—IESpDﬂdEd to a post about Michelle Obama’s eloquence. Her

response to the post was, “Doesn’t seem to be speaking too eloquent here, thank god we can’t hear
her.”- In the same post, she would go on say this about the then First Lady of the United States, an
accomplished jurist in her own right, “Monkey face and poor ebonic English!!! ~There 1 feel hefter
and I am still not a racist!!! Just calling it like it 15.”

White America knows which buzz words te—se+ewill mobilize raptd-law enforcement respense
#to convergessre on the blaeleBlack and Berown male with brute and far too often deadly force.

Consider the recent incident in Central Park NYC between Amy Cooper, a Wahite woman

walking her dog without a leash. and Chris Cooper (no relations) a biselkBlack man thatwho was

ea-bird watching—+s+he-samepaske Chris Cooper asked her to put the dog on the leash (which 1s



being told or treated like we don't hElnng there Elljﬂh Anderson was spot on when he said, |whe11|

blaeleBlack folks enter sh#eWhite spaces we are always assessing, always looking for kindred
spirits. We are always looking for who else 1s here that 1s BleekBlack. The comfort we feel seeing
a few biaekeBlack folks in the audience, at the conference, at the table where decisions are being_
made. The same 1s often true for when women enter male dominated spaces. We want to know
that we are not alone in our experiences or presence in the sh+eWhite space. We experience a
deep comfort in being able to look across the other table in the wh#eWhite space, make eye
contact, and send a swift but subtle smile of solidarity in the »k+#eWhite space that says, “‘we see

each other” in the skeWhite,

>emeY ou smaymuicht -ask [ you are that uncomfortable in ‘=Zthe wh#eWhite space=" then why
even enter it?” | would ask vou “eH—sstto imagine how difficult it would be to avoidie all such

spaces. A Black college student would have a difficult time attending class if he was avoiding

White spaces. He wonld likelv wonld have to Fe-de-that-memy-stadentsweuld-drop out of school.
But-thep—agan—thats-exaety—what—they—de(Sadly. that's exactly what many do.) Black e

shewld-arretdsnehsprees—thense-businessmen boycotting White spaces sestda—+would shenced

to_turn their backs on s—sp—+e-corporate ssesesAmerica- Moviegoers would have a woefully

short list of movies from which to choose. The Black woman in labor would have her child at
home. You get the idea. The White Space 1s ubiguitous and pnaveidable

—te—w&eh—meﬁ—mﬁ*ieﬁﬂ-de—e*%ﬁ—te&ﬂ-y—ﬂn why do we show up? We show up because we have

learned to survive in such spaces. There’s this running dialogue we engage in with ourselves. a
self pep talk of sorts that goes something like this:

(I cannot give an example of just what a conversation like this would look like. But I think it’s a_
good way to draw as clear a picture as yvou can of the sorts of silent encouragement you're talking

about.)

The country club event

Mermy wife and 1 attend::s:l was the very clchmtmn ﬂt a Whltf: space. Nevertheless, it was an

enjovable affair . The spread was extravagant. +

Hme—he%ve&—&&d—éeeﬂed—m—ﬁemm—m—ﬁhﬂrc re_were—sary serving stations filled with
ﬂﬂmmem-b-l-ecmmﬂﬂs_chmsﬂs, crackers, {:-lwes grapes chmken wings and S0 much more, A5+

was at thE first hervmg ﬂaﬁnu_&sﬁeé—b&ek—pnndermg what éei-tea{eaﬁentasw mor s::l I bhnuld begm

with. Out of nowhere, a Wahite woman esmrespte-appearedsse an empty plate in her hands. and

S R e s T T I attemptt.d to hand me hEl UdI‘bEEE :rhc said, “Can +red-te

=

vou take these

plates and bring me another glass of wine? {-HH-H:I-E'El-!-E-'[-E‘-]j’-ﬂLlld [ust Ilkc LhaL_;Lherlsk 1 knew #hat+t
lenew—existed tentermesueh-aspree-became more-tharariske—Hwasaew-a reality.

Jolted by kerthe woman’s blatant lack of color blindness-elatmedbr—so—rane wihatneeof
arreyanee—] stmphesaid+ehee with a tinge of annovance. Z-1 do not work here.” SkeThe look she




